are of God, little 
Children. 
Greater is He that isin tomy 
than he that isinthe 
World” 
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‘We Dont want t the 


THE CAMPBELLS ARE COMING 


These little ones, two months ago, 
Started forth for WEE Wispom’s birthday. 
Their steeds were three ducks, which you see with 


them now; 


These steeds bore them all the way. 


Over land and sea, over hill and steep, 
From Africa’s distant shore, 

Came these Wisdoms brave on their ducks so strong, 
O’er roads ne’er traveled before. 


In the middle is Angus, to the right is Neil, 
To the left is Archie, so dear; 

And they’re Wisdoms good and Wisdoms true, 
For they trust and have no fear. 
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PENELOPE PETERS 
EvizaBetH PETTINGER 
Chapter III 
Illustrated by Sallie Pettinger 


Mo) HE week following Penelope’s arrival was busy (ig 
with seashore plans; then came a month of 8 
wading, swimming, bathing and running on the 
smooth, hard beach, the trip across the moun- il 
tains and back home to Chicago. Time flew so fast a 
no one knew just where the days went, but the first 
real intimation that playtime was over was a neat, en- 
graved announcement that Miss VanLee would be ready 
to receive her pupils Monday, September Ninth—‘‘a re- y 
ception to be held for the parents at three-thirty.” 
Penelope had fitted into the scheme of things so 
perfectly that no one felt she was a stranger after the 2 
first day or two. She had read more and better books g 
than Ethel, and could tell the story so interestingly, yet i 
so simply that even Sue would stop crying and listen with 
both ears, while Winnie would sigh with enjoyment, and 
Ethel exclaim, “Oh, don’t tell another word! I don’t 
want you to spoil the story for me ‘cause I’m going to 
read it the minute I finish this last one.” She spent 
hours playing dolls with Winnifred with never a thought 
that she was too old; the two would lay awake nights 
planning a playhouse or a stylish doll-bonnet, with 
little squeals of delight over each new idea. It was she 
who started the custom of meeting Uncle Billy at the 
front door when he returned home rather than let him 
hunt them up, as he had done before. She read aloud to 
him the “funny column” in the papers, and this amuse- 
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ment became the main feature of fun making after 
dinner in the evening. 

Mrs. Cramer blessed her a thousand times a day 
for instituting the fashion of wearing long-sleeved ging- 
ham aprons when at play. “I can’t be comfortable with- 
out an apron,” she declared the day after her arrival. 
“Uncle Billy said I might wear a gunny-sack if I felt 
more comfortable, but I’ll be satisfied with just plain 
gingham,” with which she took a dainty blue and white 


Penelope Winnifred 


checked apron, trimmed with narrow bands of white 
muslin, from her trunk. 

“Oh, isn’t it pretty!” said Winnifred, “I wish I had 
one. 

“T have stacks of them! I'll loan you one. Which 
do you like best, pink or blue? Or here’s a lovely 
lavender, try that.” 

“Let me have blue like yours, then we'll look like 
twins. If you don’t mind loaning them, let’s get Ethel 
to wear a pink and we'll be a gingham apron brigade to 
meet Uncle Billy at noon,” and a moment later she added, 
“Aren't they comfy! Do I look as nice in mine as you 
do? It’s so neat.” 

“Oh, Winnie! You look a darling! You never were 
so beautiful! That blue is the loveliest color with your 
brown eyes and goldie curls. Let’s call Ethel and see 
how this pink one fits her.” 

At first Ethel turned up her.nose; she had never 
worn an apron and there seemed no need to begin now, 
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but when she saw the other girls dancing around she 
reconsidered; the effect, being something new, pleased 
her. Her hair was straight instead of curly like Win- 
nifred’s, and her eyes were blue instead of brown, and 
the pink checks of fine French gingham gave her thin, 
pale face a glow of delicate beauty. “Where did you 
get them, and so many?” she asked, “I’m going to get 
Uncle to buy some for me the very first time I go to 
town.” 

“Buy them! Good gracious! I’ve done nothing but 
make aprons all my life. It was part of Miss Stern’s 
idea of education and I did my ‘stint’ on an apron every 
day, except Sunday, as long as-I can remember. You 
see mother was seldom home; she was always going to 
parties and things, and then would sleep most of the day, 
and Miss Stern was in full charge of me; you'd better 
believe she was perfectly honest in earning her money! 
She had me out of bed for breakfast and a walk every 
morning before seven o'clock; when we got back we did 
‘housework, which meant to fix up my room, and then 
we got lessons. At noon we had our lunch and afterward 
sewed aprons. It seems to me I ripped more than I 
sewed, but I guess I didn’t or I wouldn’t have all this 
pile to show for it. After my sewing lesson I could do 
as I pleased until nearly tea time when, don’t you believe 
it! I had to have ‘domestic science’ in the form of pre- 
paring the meal myself. Oh, of course, not for the 
family, but Miss Stern and I always had tea by our- 
selves ‘cause mother most always was out for dinner, 
unless she had company; ‘course I wasn’t allowed to 
‘company dinners.’ All I ever had to do with the 
company was to bring out all this pile of aprons and 
show ’em how smart I was and they'd say, ‘Indeed, 
Mrs. Peters, you are bringing up Penny in such a sensi- 
ble manner! You're surely an ideal mother! How do 
you manage it with all your social duties?’ and mother’d 
smile and say it was her aim to make me practical and— 
oh, I just used to laugh, ’cause mother didn’t know any 
more about me or what Miss Stern was teaching me than 
—than you did.” 

“Didn’t you just hate her—Miss Stern, I mean— 
for making you do all that work and bossing you around 
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like that?” asked Ethel, twisting her head to get a better 
view of the back of her apron. 

“Hate her! She was a dear! Whenever I got 
mean and refused to do as she wanted, she’d look so 
sad and say she was being paid to teach me all these 
things, and if I wouldn’t learn she’d have to leave, 
“cause it wouldn’t be right for her to take money for what 
she hadn’t taught. You see, she was the only person 
who ever took any interest in making me amount to 
something worth while, and I sort of understood that, 
even when I was a little girl. ‘Course mother was in- 
terested, in a way; sometimes she’d be very fond of me 
and come into the nursery and talk nearly every day, 
then sometimes she’d be so busy going to entertainments 
and house-parties and week-end visits, I’d not see her 
for weeks. I hate society that takes mothers away 
from their children! When I grow up I’m going to 
marry a man just like Uncle Billy, and when I have a 
little girl I’m going to be the kind of a mother to her that 
Miss Stern was to me. I used to wish Miss Stern was 
my mother, and mother was my—was my sister or aunt 
or something.” 

Winnifred had been examining the sewing; “Penny, 
it looks just as if a grown-up had made this apron! It’s 
done with a machine.” 

“Course. You don’t suppose I’d sew an apron by 
hand! That’s another thing Miss Stern taught me— 
never to waste time doing things unnecessary. She had 
me hem napkins by hand ’cause the linen wears better 
and looks nicer, but aprons look better by machine; the 
material is less expensive so doesn’t require such care, 
and it’s faster work. Oh, I had to work fast, that was 
part of the lesson. When I made a cake I had to do it 
in just so many minutes or off would go some points on 
my report card, no matter how good the cake happened 
to be. When I got a good report card I had a holiday 
once a month and could spend it in any way I liked, 
but when my points went down I had more work than 
usual. Miss Stern was just as stiff and unbendable as 
her name, but she was so sweet and gentle and dear— 
just like a stick of candy with an iron rod inside. ’Long 
as I did my work everything was lovely and we had a 
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good time, but when I got frisky she wouldn’t budge an 
inch until I got down to business again.” 

Ethel’s admiration was growing apace for a girl, 
younger than herself, who could really do things, things 
like sewing and cooking, and yet had read so many books 
and was far advanced in her school work. “I think you 
must be awful smart, Penny. I didn’t know girls ever 
did sewing and cooking unless they were poor and had 
to. I take domestic science at Miss VanLee’s, but I 
couldn’t go in the kitchen and make a cake; the biscuits 
I made the first term weren t fit for the dog to eat and 
I've never made any since.’ 

“Miss Stern says cooking comes so naturally to 
most women that all the lessons they really need is 


Ethel Sue 
practical experience and to get over the idea that it’s 
hard to mix. the proper things right. It was easy too, 
when we would go out into our kitchenette (Miss Stern 
had a regular, scientific kitchen built for us two, right 
off our rooms) and get a meal. We had everything you 
could think of, and never the same thing to eat twice. 
We could think of more things to cook than we had 
time or appetites for, and we had all sorts of fun picking 
out what we wanted to eat and then finding out if there 
was starch in this or in that, which meant that we must 
have other things to balance it. We studied botany and 
cooking together and it was more fun! We studied how 
a certain vegetable grew, what elements it was composed 
of, what country it first came from, then we’d cook it 
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for the meal, and—oh, it was lots more interesting to 
eat it after all that!” 

Sue stuck her head in the door and beheld the 
aprons. Her eyes grew large and then her mouth 
puckered. “I want an apron, so I do. Uncle Billy got 
those pretty aprons for you girls and didn’t get me one. 
I want one—didn’t he get me one, too?” 

“These are Penny’s and they won't fit you, kiddy. 
Run on and don’t interrupt us. Where did you say 
Miss Stern went when your mother died, Penny?” in- 
quired Ethel, interested in spite of herself. 

“She went to her brother’s for rest, but I made her 
promise it Uncle Billy didn’t want me, that she’d come 
and we'd get a nice little house somewhere, and we'd 
live together the rest of our lives,’ replied Penelope, 
while Sue stamped her foot and screamed, “I want an 
apron, I’m going to have an apron; Penny Peters, you 
give ine an apron or I'll tell Uncle Billy on you.” 

“Tell him, honey, I don’t care. Anything to make 
you feel better!’ and Penny folded up the garments she 
had unpacked and began arranging them in the drawers 
of the dresser. 

“I hate you, I do! I want an apron! You give me 
an apron! I'l] stand here and cry until you give me one!” 

“Wouldn’t you rather sit down; you'll have more 
strength to cry, and it would be a pity to stop before 
you're ready.” Indifferently Penelope folded the tissue 
sem OYA Joy ye pue 
at the very top of a strong pair of lungs. 

Winnifred clutched her sister by the shoulder; “I’m 
‘shamed of you, Sue Peters, I am! I’m going to put 
you out this minute if you don’t stop. This room belongs 
to Penny and me and you have no business in here any 
way. Stop it, you bad chad, do you hear me? Well 
then, out you go!” 

“Oh, don’t put her out, Winnie,’ Penelope turned . 
a smiling face to Sue. “I love to hear children cry like 


up.” 
Sue stopped in an instant, wrath written plainly in 
every line of her face. “If you like it I won’t ery another 
bit. You are a mean, hateful thing. I don’t want you 


that—it’s so interesting to see how long they can keep it | 
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to come here and live and Ethel don’t want you either 
—she said so,” and the little girl sat back and waited 
for the effect of her words. 

Ethel turned crimson and Winnifred tried to shut 
Sue off before it was too late, but the child had had her 
naughty will and was delighted with the idea that she 
was “paying back” for Penelope’s teasing words and in- 
different attitude. Sue never had learned to take a 
second place and to her mind she was the most important 
member of the household. Penelope glanced up and 
caught the expression on the faces of her two older 
cousins and she laughed; “Come ’fess up, girls, you 
didn’t want me to come here any more than I wanted to 
come, now did you? Sue’s given the secret away, but 
I don’t care. I just dreaded to come to Chicago, and 
I didn’t like Uncle Billy ’fore I saw him, and I knew 
he was a cross old thing who wouldn’t want me, but 
who would think it his duty to take me in any way. 
‘Course I didn‘t know anything about you girls, but if I 
had, I never should have come at all, I’d have disliked 
you so. Now I’m here, I just feel as if I never could 
be happy again if I had to leave! You're the only real 
girls I ever knew, and I love you just as if you were 
my sisters. I don’t blame you a bit for not wanting me, 
but maybe after you know me better you'll really want 
me to stay; if not, of course I'll go away and live with 
Miss Stern, but you'll have to give me a trial first,” with 
a laugh. 

“T didn’t want. you, Penny. I might just as weu 
tell you now, ‘cause Sue will if I don’t. I thought you'd 
be different and would spoil things; you won’t feel badly, 
will you? You see I’d never seen you and how were 
we to know you were—were—oh, Penny, you are one of 
the nicest girls, and I’m so proud that you're our cousin!” 

Penny’s eyes filled with tears; “Do you really, 
truly like me, Ethel? I felt right away that Winnie 
was glad I came, but I’ve had my doubts about you. 
If you truly like me I’m so glad, ’cause it’s like a home 
with you girls, and I want to stay here so much.” 

. “Stay!” exclaimed Ethel with more enthusiasm than 
she usually displayed, “of course you'll stay, for this is 
your home now the same’s it’s ours; you belong to as 
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now and we’re all one family, ‘though you don’t look a 
bit like any of us three. Winnie and Sue are like our 
mother, with curly hair, but I’m like father, with hair 
as straight as a poker, and you're dark, and we’re light, 
bue we’re cousins just the same. Please don’t let Sue 
spoil things with her spiteful tattling. She’s certainly 
the meanest child I ever saw!” 

Disappointed that her words had brought about a 
confession of frendship rather than a quarrel, Sue began 
crying again, “I want an apron; I will have one; I'll 
tell Uncle Billy,” at which Ethel coaxed, “Oh, Sue dear, 
stop; you make my head ache. I'll buy you an apron, 
not as pretty as these, but you shall have one if you'll 
only stop. Here,” diving into her pocket, “here’s a 
piece of candy, now be a good child; my head fairly 
splits when you scream like that.” 

With Sue’s mouth full, peace was restored for a 
moment and Penelope remarked with an absent-minded 
air, “I have the cunningest little apron that would just 
fit Sue. I kept it because it was the first one I ever 
made. I was just about to offer it to Sue when she was 
so impolite. It’s too bad, for it would have been such 
fun to all have been in aprons for Uncle Billy. This is 
it,” and Penelope held up a tiny white apron with bright 
little red stars sprinkled over it like dancing fairies; 
red braid bound the edges and a beautiful pocket was 
sewed to either side. Sue drew in her breath and made 
a grab, but not too quick for Penelope. “That apron’s 
only for good children, and you’re not one just now 
—sometime, maybe.” The little garment was carefully 
folded and put back in the trunk. 

“T am a good girl, Penny. Let me have it, please,” 
begged Sue. 

“No, you're not a good girl, either. You just want 
the apron. If you are really sorry and ask Ethel to 
excuse you for tattling, I will let you wear it until the 
next time you cry, then off it comes. I love that apron 
"cause it was the first piece of real sewing I did, and 
you'll never know, Sue, how proud I was when it was 
all done. Miss Stern and I had a party out under a 
big tree in honor of the occasion. -We invited a little 
Indian boy to have some of our lunch, and I wore the 
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apron to serve the table. I must have been older, 
maybe, than you, but not much. Now you ask Ethel to 
please excuse you and I'll put it on you right away. 
That’s a good girl, now you shall wear it, but remember, 
only as long as you don’t cry, then it goes back into the 
trunk.” 

Thus the cousins became friends and the days of 
summer flitted past, the travelers returned from the 
water's side and Miss VanLee announced that school 
would begin the second Monday in September. Every 
one was happy and contented except Uncle Billy, and 
he would never tell the girls the trouble that was walking 

'~by his side every day and sat down by his bed at night. 
He did not tell them why he sold his big automobile and 
cut down the force of domestic servants; why he went 
back to the office sometimes at night and worked over 
his books, added and subtracted until his head would 
drop with weariness and he would mutter, “I wouldn’t 
care for myself but it’s the children.” 

Happy and care free the four cousins played the 
days away, romped with Uncle Billy in the evening, 
went with him to the parks and play-grounds, and when 
that notice came from Miss VanLee they gathered their 
school books together and started off, four of the merri- 
est, jolliest, happiest girls in Chicago; Sue was the 
proudest, for it was the very beginning for her, and her 
new primer was held tightly beneath her arm. 

That same day Uncle Billy decided that the big 
house must be given up and expenses cut down. “I think 
I'll pull through, all right, and even if I don’t, there 
will be enough for the three girls and myself; Penelope 
has more money of her own than she can ever use,” but 
even then he hesitated. “We need not move for another 
month and—they need not know till then.” 


(To be continued. ) 


Little Sallie Pettinger, whom we knew so well as 
“Sallie” in the Wee Wispom Club which Mrs. Pettinger 
gave us last year, has certainly done well in her efforts 
to illustrate her mother’s story. The Wisdoms all love 
to see the work of another Wisdom. 
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HELPING SANTA 
Emma H. Teer 


m4 OU have all heard the recipe for a happy day: 
“Do something for somebody quick.” 

4 Here are some suggestions which will help 
=< the little ones to do that “something for some- 
body.” 

The very tiniest can help make the Christmas tree 
decorations. If one can obtain sweet gum and sycamore 
balls or even acorns, cover them with tin-foil or coat 
them with gilt or silver paint, and tie with red baby- 
ribbon by which to bind them on the tree. 

Stringing holly and other bright-colored berries is 
work that even the kindergartners can do, and oh, the 
love and good cheer that envelops the little workers at 
the task! - 

Chains of bright papers bind happy hearts together 
while making the little links as well as adding gorgeous- 
ness to the wonderful tree. 

Strings of yellow stars and red bells cut from 
cardboard and touched up with gilt paint can be manu- 
factured by the little ones, too. 

The candy and nut receptacles are much nicer when 
made by hand. The accompanying drawings suggest 
several forms which can be made from cardboard and 
decorated with water colors and gilt paints. 

After the patterns are cut the desired size, a number 
can be cut at one time and folded on the dotted lines. 

Figure one, the Japanese lantern, is the most dif- 
ficult. It consists of a cardboard base rolled in a cylin- 
der with the circular bottom pasted in by the little tabs 
surrounding it. Then stiff paper of a contrasting shade 
(red for base and orange for outside are good colors) 
is cut the same size and folded through the center to 
about one-eight of an inch of the edge and pasted around 
the cylinder about one-eight of an inch from top and 
bottom. Then pasting on the handle by which to sus- 
pend completes a cute little lantern. _ 

Figures two, three and four are so simple the draw- 
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ings explain themselves, and altogether furnish ideas 
from which the Wisdom Club members can manufacture 
“happy days” as well as Christmas tree decorations. 


3 


Figures showing how Christmas Tree Decorations are made. 
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THE BIRDS’ GLEANERS 


Harriet Martone Hosson 
A Thanksgiving Story 


© -_ are many very beautiful customs in Nor- 
z way, that fascinating land of the “Midnight 
Sun.” And in some strange way all of the 
stories that have had their birth in the home- 
land of the hardy Norseman, whether they be of people 
or of things, seem to partake in a manner of the strength 
and the peace and the beautiful simplicity of that 
truly wonderful country of ice and snow. 

They love the weak and the helpless in Norway to 
an unusual degree, and possibly in no other country in 
the world are the birds and the shy furry folk so looked 
after and provided for with such tender care. One 
reason for this is that from the time they are very tiny 
chaps indeed, the Norse children are taught a great law 
of kindness to all, which with them means literally from 
the very least on up to the very highest. And out of 
this desire to show love to all, especially to the weak and 
the helpless, has grown what is possibly the most truly 
beautiful Christmas custom in the world—the children’s 
yearly gleaning in harvest fields for the birds. 

It is not easy to till the soil in Norway, and each 
field of grain stands for toil, long and often bitterly 
hard. And as there is not much wealth in the funny, 
pointed roofed houses, each field means much to the 
hard working men and women. But always when the 
harvesting times comes, each big, blue-eyed farmer leaves 
a generous supply of grain in his fields, untouched. This 
is for the Birds’ Gleaners. And these gleaners are the 
little children. Just as.soon as the fields are clean and 
the grain housed safely for the winter, there is a very 
beautiful sight in Norway. Along all the country roads 
can be seen merry bands of boys and girls, their faces 
so rosy and. beamy, and their eyes so bright, that all 
who meet them know well that they are out on an errand 
of love and mercy. 

Straight into the fields do these happy children go, 
and then how they do work! Every field around each 
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village is visited and with eager hands and happy hearts 
do the little gleaners gather the grain that has been so 
generously left behind for them. 

The garnered grain is carried to the different homes 
—a big bundle going to each child—and the sheaves 
are laid carefully away by the mother of the family. 
And then on the day before Christmas, when all over the 
land the little children are being told the beautiful story 
of the coming of the Christ Child to the world so long 
ago, preparations are begun for what is possibly the 
most beautiful Christmas offering that is ever given in 
the name of Jesus. 

The carefully kept grain is brought out by the 
mother, and in each home busy, childish hands make a 
‘great sheaf, tying it together carefully, and placing all 
the heads of the wheat and other grain on the outside, 
where they can be easily reached by the hungry little 
birds. The big bundle is then fastened to a lofty pole, 
and on Christmas morning, all over Norway, these poles 
with their crown of grain stand beside each farmhouse 
door, bearing aloft their Christmas feast all ready for the 
birds when they come. 

And come they do, by the thousand! For one of the 
most mysterious things in all of bird-dom is the fact that 
for several centuries countless thousands of birds go to 
Norway to eat their Christmas dinner with the children! 

For months the land had been locked fast in snow 
and ice, and there had not been a cheep nor a twitter 
heard that could even be imagined was a bird call. And 
then on Christmas morning such a to-do as there is outside 
of each home! Such a fluttering of delicate wings, such 
a preening of feathered coats, such a merry chattering, 
such musical trills of joyous greeting! 

“The birds have come! The birds have come!” is 
the merry shout in home after home. Little hands are 
clapped, radiant little faces are pressed to window- 
panes, while bright eyes peer out, to meet equally bright 
ones peering in! 

And how the hungry little travelers from where no 
man knows, do enjoy the feast that has been so loving- 
ly prepared for them! They eat until they almost burst, 
and they seem to get more than the food, too. The love 
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for all living things that went into the preparation of 
the generous banquet manages somehow to get into the 
tiny guests, and every few seconds one will pause to 
look up and burst into a flood of song, as though saying 
“Thanks for Bread,” the simple grace that every Norse 
child says as it leaves the table after each meal. 

So perfect is the faith of the birds in their little 
gleaners, that they never fail to come. How do they 
know? Ah, explain if you can all the secrets of nest 
building, and then maybe you cgn also tell why it is that 
these tiny balls of song and feathers and love and trust 
have such perfect faith in their own gleaners that they 
will travel thousands of miles each Christmas to keep 
their tryst! 

This beautiful story of the Birds’ Gleaners has 
been told very delightfully my Celia Thaxter in one of 
her poems. And her last thought of the subject is some- 
thing that all little folks—and big folks, too—will find 
right well worth remembering: 


“When this pretty story was told me, 
By one who had helped to rear 

The rustling grain for the merry birds 
In Norway, many a year, 


I thought, that ‘our little children 
Would like to know it too, — 
It seemed to me so beautiful, 
So blessed a thing to do; 


To make God’s innocent creatures sce, 
In every child a friend, 

And on our faithful kindness, 
So fearlessly depend.’” 


“I WILL FEAR NO EVIL” 


My little son is a firm Truth student. Some time 
ago he was at a neighbor’s, and it grew dark. They said 
they would see him home. He protested that he was 
not afraid, so the lady said, “Well, I’ll start you, any 
way.” He replied, “All right; you start me and God will 
see me the rest of the way.”—J. L. ° 
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OUR YOUNG AUTHORS 


WIS” 


“WHAT YOU SEEK FOR YOU SHALL FIND” 
Donap V. StRANDBERG 


mo] HERE was once a queen who was very unhappy 
because her lords and ladies were always quar- 
reling. They came to her every day with 
stories of one another. This troubled her very 
much, so she called a council of her wise men and wanted 
to know how to stop this. The wise men had different 
ideas. Some advised severe punishments. Others that 
the lords and ladies should be sent away. One old man 
said: 

; “O queen, live forever! Your lords and ladies 
are jealous of each other. Can you in some way make 
them ashamed of themselves?” 

She then dismissed the wise men, and sent for her 
lords and ladies. When they came in, she said: 

“I am going to send two pages out on errands in 
which you will be very much interested. I called you 
together to see them start. I will call you together again 
when they come back so you may hear what news they 
bring. Tell the first page to come in.” 

When the page came in she said: “I wish you to 
mount a trusty horse and ride through my kingdom. 
Visit all the gardens on your way, and bring me the 
most beautiful flowers that you can find. You may start 
by taking the road to the right.” 

The page bowed and was gone. A few moments 
later they heard the clatter of the horse’s hoofs on the 
pavement. 

“Tell the second page to come in.” 

When the other page came in, she said: “I want 
you to mount a trusty horse and ride through all my 
kingdom. Visit all the gardens on your way, and bring 
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me all the harmful weeds you can find. You may start 
by taking the road to the left.” 

This page also bowed and was gone. The queen 
did not explain all these strange proceedings. She 
merely said that they would all meet again when the 
pages came back. 

A week passed. At last the queen heard that both 
pages had returned. She then sent for her lords and 
ladies. When they had all come in, she said: “Tell the 
first page to come in.” 

A moment later he entered, and his arms were filled 
with the most beautiful flowers. He laid these at the 
queen’s feet. 

“Well, what did you find?” asked the queen. 

“O queen,” said the page, “your kingdom is full of 
flowers. I never knew there were so many lovely 
flowers.” 

“Were there no weeds?” the queen asked. 

“There may have been weeds,” said the page, “but 
I did not see them. I was looking for flowers and did 
not notice the weeds.” 

She told the page to go and order the other page 
in. When the second page entered his arms were filled 
with harmful weeds. 

“What did you find?” asked the queen. 

“O queen,” said the page, “your kingdom is filled 
with weeds. I did not know there were so many.” 

“Were there no flowers?” asked the queen. 

“There may have been flowers, but I was not look- 
ing for flowers.” 

When the second page went out she looked at her 
lords and ladies. They all looked ashamed of themselves. 
She had intended to make a speech, urging them to look 
for happy things instead of unhappy things in each 
other’s lives, but she said nothing. She never had any 
more quarreling after that. 


If you are a real Wisdom, you should be a Booster. 
This is Booster season. Write to Royal about it. It 
doesn’t cost anything to belong, and it makes you happy. 


Love is the keynote to every heart. 


a 
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WEE WISDOM BOOSTER CLUB | 


Royal, Secretary 


Xs 


The month of October has witnessed the formation 
of a new and enthusiastic Booster Club made up of the 
Wisdoms in the Unity Sunday School. 

Mrs. Haseltine, the Sunday School Superintendent, 
is helping them in their work, and they meet every Sat- 
urday afternoon, singing Truth songs, and telling the 
good deeds which they have been able to do during the 
past week. 

I sneaked up and listened to them the other day. 
They sounded like a real “grown-up” club. Their presi- 
dent is so dignified, and they are so still while a member is 
talking. There are fourteen of them now, and each week 
sees several new ones added. All but four of the members 
have Wer Wispom coming to their house and wear Boost- 
er Pins. I'll tell you, they are a bunch to be proud of! 

However, I know that the other Booster Clubs 
throughout the world are just as active, excepting I 
don’t happen to be acquainted with them. 

Here is a letter from our youngest club: 

Kansas City, Mo. 

We are a real live Booster Club at Unity Center and we 
all wear Booster Pins. Our Sunday School Superintendent 
has been helping us. We meet on Saturday afternoons. 

Fifteen bright pennies were given to us. We were so 
glad, we sang, “There is plenty for you and for 
me” to the tune of “Dennis,” three times, then 
we sat very still and asked God to bless them. 
We used them for seed. money. 

We each took a penny and we said for each 
one, “There is plenty for you and for all.” We 
Booster Pin took our pennies home and it seemed that every 
one wanted to help us get more pennies. 

When next Saturday afternoon came, every one was so 
glad. The first thing we did was to gather up the pennies 
and we found. we had seventy-six pennies. Now we want to 
know of some little child who cannot pay the traveling expenses 
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of Wee Wispom and we will send it to him and let him be a 
member of our Club. We are going to take a penny home, 
with a blessing, every meeting, and we want to help lots of 
little boys and girls get Wee Wispom. 

I must tell you that Wee Baby Curtis is a member of 
our Club and his mamma brings him. We will write again 


next time. The Unity Boosters, Lucas Tylekens, Sec. 
Members of the Unity Booster Club 

Frank Eaton, Pres. Nellie Myers. 

Bert Eaton, Vice Pres. Theodore Wallace. 

Ezra Petts, Treas. Curtis Haseltine. 

Lucas Tylekens, Sec. Webb Burbridge. 

Adeline Sick. Frances Ready. 

Vera McCue. Margaret Walker. 

Maurice McCue. Dorothy Boss. 


Now isn’t that a nice letter? The Wisdoms who 
comprise the membership are all attendants of the Sun- 
day School and they discuss the good things which they 
learn on Sundays at their Booster meetings. Mrs. 
Haseltine also reads them stories from Wee Wisdom’s 
Way and other good books. If any of you know of a 
little child who wishes to become a Wisdom, but who 
hasn’t the traveling expenses for Wee Wispom, please 
send the name to me, and I shall tell the Unity Boosters 
about it. They will see that Wee Wispom is sent for a 
year. 

Don’t you think that the Blessed Penny is a good 
way to save up for Wee Wispom? If you will ask for 
it, I shall send each one of you a bank to save your 
pennies in. When you have saved up fifty, you can renew 
your subscription to Wez Wispom or send Wer Wispom 
to some friend who you think would enjoy it. Remember 
that when you send in a new subscriber, both you and the 
new Wisdom get a Booster Pin. 

Kenneth, who wrote us last month that he did not 
think he could start a Booster Club because he lived 
away off in the lonesome mountains, has found that he 
can have a nice little club. You know, it isn’t the number 
in a club, it is the amount of good they can do that counts. 

Glenwood, Cal. 
Dear Were Wispom—I have found that I can start a 
Booster Club even away up in Santa Cruz Mountains. Claudie 
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Smith is going to join with me. The two of us are all just 
now, but please write us just what we must do. I am send- 
ing fifty cents in stamps. That is to pay for the new sub- 
scription to Were Wispom for one year. We wish you to 
please send us both the Booster Club Pins, one for me and 
one for Claudie, and send Claudie’s Were Wispom as soon as 
you can. I loaned him some of mine to read and his mother 
told him he could have me send in his name. We are both ten 
years old and in the same class at school. We both send our 
love to all Wee Wisdoms. 
Your Loving Wee, Kenneth Ketchum, 


Hooray for Kenneth! He knows that if he loans 
his Wer Wispoms to his friends, they will become in- 
terested and will want to join the Boosters. I am send- 
ing both Kenneth and Claudie Booster Pins. 

Now we have a report from the Clay Center Boost- 
ers. Arria is very prompt, and I wish that all the clubs 
would write as faithfully. 

Clay Center, Kan. 
Dear Royal—Our meeting opened by the secretary read- 
ing the minutes of the last meeting. The minutes were ap- 
proved. We said the Thought again. The president read 
several other letters in Wee Wispom. We have decided to 
write another club. We read two of the stories in Wer 
Wispom magazine. We also made a new rule about talking 
out loud in the club. One of our members is going to try to 
make some music for the Wee Wisdom Song. Well, I must 

close. Clay Center Boosters, 
Arria Neal, Sec. 


You see they are real boosters and keep up a spirit 
for the Truth. I wish that they would tell us more in 
their report. Tell what the members say about the club 
and what is being planned. Every member of the club 
should be the happiest little Wisdom in the world. 


From San Jose comes a report from the Good Deed 
Club. Myrtle is faithful to her trust and writes a nice 
little letter about the good deeds they are doing. 

San Jose, Cal. 
Dear Were Wispvom—The Good Deed Club took the baby 
clothes to the lady. She was very much pleased and thanked 
us very much. We are now sewing on bed-slippers for the sick 
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children in the hospital. ‘The club will meet once a month on 
Friday, after school, from three-thirty till five. 
With Love, The Good Deed Club, 
Myrtle McA bbe, Sec. 


The Booster Club in West Branch did not report 
this month, but one of their enthusiastic members has 
written us a nice letter, and perhaps it is meant to take 
the place of a report for the whole club. 


Let’s all read what a demonstration Charlie Dick 
has made over his older brothers. 
West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Wet Wispom—I became a Wee two weeks ago, just 
a little while before we had our last meeting. I don’t know 
much about it yet, for I have only been to one meeting, but 
I hope I will learn a great deal. I belong to the same club that 
Virginia Patterson does, whose letter appeared in the Septem- 
ber number. We had a very good time last meeting, and after 
our work was done, we had a little lunch. I know that God 
does what I “ask him to, because last night, when I was play- 
ing with my two brothers, they had me in a pretty tight fix, 
and I asked God to help me get away and I got away right 
off. I enjoy reading the letters in Wee Wispom and I like 
the story, “Penelope Peters,” very much. I am nine years 
old and am in the fourth grade. I got my monkey pin and 
I like it very much. Charlie Dick Minore. 


Good Wisdoms find no difficulty in using the Truth 
to help them not only in their troubles, but in their 
lessons and in their play. I hope that we shall hear from 
Dick again. soon. 

I wish that the Crystal Truth Club would write us 
once in a while. We received a letter from Donald, 
their secretary, the other day. He sent traveling ex- 
penses for another year and ordered a Wee Wisdom 
Statue for the club, but never said a word about what 
they were doing. 

Let’s have a report from every club in the world in 
the December Wer Wispom. If you will help, we shall 
have the greatest club meeting ever. Send in the picture 
of your club and tell us about it. 

Little Jenet Hardy of Topeka is going to form a 
Booster Club there and I'll bet that it’ will be a great one. 
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She is a hustler and makes the things she has anything to 
do with just hum. Here is her letter. 
_ Topeka, Kan. 
Dear Royal—Please tell me how to get up a Booster Club. 
We had a New Thought Sunday School party today at our 
house. Cystre came today and at the party showed us how 
to play some kindergarten games. - She is coming to the 
Teachers’ Association again. Please give me the names of 
the children who take Wee Wispom, in Topeka, Kansas. I 
send my love to Mr. and Mrs. Fillmore and Lowell. Jenet. 


Here is a letter from Clement Eaton King of 
Gloucester, Mass. He is anxious to be a Booster and I 
think that he and his mamma will form a good club. 

Gloucester, Mass. 

I want to be one of the Wees. You sent me a sample 
copy of your paper, and mother and I read it and liked it 
so much we want to have one every month. I hope you will 
send me one of the monkey pins. I am seven years old, and 
mother says if I practice real hard on my writing, in a little 
while I can write you a letter all myself. 

Yours with love, Clement, (per mamma). 


Violet has a few pretty thoughts about the Autumn 

colors and has told them to us in a letter. 
Portland, Ore. 

Dear Wees—I live away out in Portland, Oregon. I take 
Wee Wispom. I enjoy reading her very much. As I was look- 
ing out of my window, these thoughts came to me. From my 
window I can see many green fir trees. While I look again 
and again, I see something behind these green fir trees. Is it 
a fire? Ah, now I see! It is God turning the maple leaves a 
golden color. From my other window I can see the beautiful 
Williamette river. Your Wee, Violet M. Jones. 

Some time in August “Big Sister Flora” mailed Wee 
Wispom the pictures of Archie, Angus and Neil Camp- 
bell for the Birthday Party. However, this was from 
away off in Africa and they did not arrive until after 
the October Were Wispom was getting ready to go to 
you. You will see their pictures this time with a back- 
ground which “Big Sister Flora” drew for them. She 
made three drawings, but we did not have space for 
them, so pasted all the photographs on one. Here is what 
she has to say to us. 
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Transvaal, South Africa. 
Dear Were Wispom—Archie, Angus and Neil are away 
at the seashore having a good time. Before they left, I said, 
“Now what about the Birthday Party?” Archie said, “You 
must draw something nice and send our photos for a surprise 
for us.” So they chose their subject, and I’ve done my best. 
With love, Their big sister, “Flora.” 


I wish that these littlke Wisdoms would form a 
Booster Club and write us about the good work where 
they live. 


Here is a letter from Ruth. 
Oakland, Kan. 


Dear Wee Wispom—This is my third letter, though I 
have taken Wee Wispom ever since January. I like Mabel 
Olsen’s idea of the Birthday Letter Party. My birthday is 
January 16th. I like the story, “Penelope Peters.” I hope 
I can take Wee Wispom next year, too. I think Wee Wispom 
is a very nice little paper. I am still in Oakland, Kansas, with 
my grandpa and grandma, but send Wee Wispom to Kansas 
City, Kansas. Tell the Wees to write to me. I think we are all 
getting too big to be called Wees; I think Wisdoms is the 
best. Your loving Wisdom, Ruth Ware. 


My, but this is an interesting letter from Mary 
Elizabeth! She has shown, just as Kenneth did, that 
when God protects you there is no fear. Just think, 
dears, God keeps you from every fear, danger and un- 
happiness if you will only listen to him and let him 
guide you and teach you the Truth. All Boosters 


should realize this. 
Idaho City, Idaho. 


Dear Little Wisdoms—I want to write and tell you an ex- 
perience my mamma and I had when we were driving through 
the hills. When we were leaving for home we were told that 
an auto was expected to come over the same road and it was 
getting late in the evening. Of course you must know moun- 
tain roads are very narrow, and there are few places where 
we could pass a vehicle, and we did not know how our horse 
would behave when he saw an auto. It was a yonug horse 
which had been driven only a few times, and never by us 
before. Mamma was nervous and could not drive and at the 
same time go into the Silence to ask God for help, so she 
asked me to go into the Silence. I asked God to help us and 
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was not worried. Not long after this we met the auto coming 
around a short turn. A little further on we could not have 
passed, but just at that place there was plenty of room. 
We passed safely and the horse was perfectly gentle. I am 
a reader of Wee Wispom. I like it very much and I read to 
my little brother. He takes it. Please send me a Prosperity 
Bank. I want to save money for New Thought. 
Lovingly, Mary Elizabeth Garrecht. 


Now isn’t that a fine demonstration! Every Wis- 
dom is always safe if he will trust God and have no fear. 

Minnie Benedict has taken much interest in the 
Booster Work and has sent 
us some thoughts for No- 
vember to hold in the Boost- 
er meeting. Aren’t they 
nice! 

“T am success, success is 
mine.” 

“Every day I will cull and 
seatter roses, not thorns. Thus 

Ella and Catherine Marvel shall my life, and the lives of 

Philadelphia, Pa. those about me, be filled with 

fragrance.” 

Nannie C. Ridgeway sends in the name of Rosalie 
Dorothy Brown as a new Wisdom and we have enrolled 
her as a Booster and sent her a Booster Pin. We have 
also sent her a prosperity bank to save her pennies in. 
She has a birthday in December and would be glad to 
have the Wisdoms write her. Rosalie’s address is 341 
16th Ave. N., Seattle, Wash. 

Nelson Phelps of Oakland sends in the traveling 
expenses for Katherine Irving and wants to be a Booster. 
We have sent both of them Booster Pins. 

Evea Tipton of Crystal Falls, Tex., wants us to 
send Wee Wispom to Lillie Tracey and also wishes to be 
enrolled a Booster. We have sent both a Booster Pin and 
hope that they will form a Booster Club in Crystal Falls. 

Marjorie Kinder has a new Wisdom for us. It is 
Lillian Mills. We have enrolled Marjorie a Booster 
and have sent both of them Booster Pins. 

Mabel Olson has a new Wisdom also, Ruby Sodes- 
ling of Willmar. Now that they are both Wisdoms they 
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ought to form a good club and I hope that they will write 
often. Booster Pins have been sent them. 

Dorothy Darlow sends in the name of Frances Borg- 
lum for Wee Wispom. Both have been sent Booster 
Pins. 

Ellsworth Goist of Ventura, Ia. wants us to send 
Wre Wispom to Iona Stites in the same town. They 
will form a Booster Club, I am sure. Booster Pins have 
been sent them. 

Jennie Springer, 983 Michigan Ave., Detroit, Mich., 
wants to be a Booster and also wants the Wisdoms to 
write her. Her birthday is in September. 

Evelyn McGregor, Togo, Sask., Canada, had a 
birthday in October and I hope that the Wisdoms will 
write her, even though they be a little late. She sends a 
picture of a friend, too. 

Minnie Benedict of Glendora, Cal., sent in the sub- 
scription of Walter Binney, and both were sent Booster 
Pins. His birthday is in November, and if you will 
address him at Glendora he will appreciate it. Mary 
Emily Riser, of Glendora, has a birthday in February. 

We received a nice letter from Eltana Brown of 
Buena Park, Cal. She says lots of nice things, but her 
letter came too late to be printed. 

Grandma has asked us to send Wer Wispom to 
each of her grandchildren, so we welcome in our midst 
Kenneth Brooke, and Floid and Furn Youngblood, and 
Beula Youngblood. Booster Pins have been sent them, 
and I think that they will make good Boosters. 

Now, dear Wisdoms, our meeting is finished, and 
we are beginning to get reports from our clubs. Don’t 
you think that it is lots of fun? Some time soon we 
shall have a club in every town in the country and they 
will all write and tell us lots of good things every 
month. 

Well, the printer tells me that I must not take up 
any more of your time, so I must stop my ramble and 
hold all the good things I want to tell you until next 
month. 

Now, I want every Wisdom to be a Booster and I 
want every Booster Club to write Wer Wispom each 
month. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 6, NOVEMBER 10 
WORLD’S TEMPERANCE SUNDAY.—Hosea 7. 


Gotpen Text—Woe unto them that rise up early in the 
morning, that they may follow strong drink, that tarry late 
into the night, till wine inflame them.—Isa. 5:11. 

Temperance means poise, balance. It is that evenness, 
that orderly, quiet state of mind which accomplishes things. 

To be temperate in all things insures a happy, prosperous, 
healthy life. 

To do anything too much is intemperate. Of course none 
of us would drink intoxicants, and I hope we are all careful 
to eat only as much as we need, but there are other kinds of 
intemperance in which we are more liable to indulge. 

When we allow our minds to become hot with anger and 
nervous excitement we are intemperate. It is states of this 
kind which bring on the reaction of weakness and sickness. 

The way to keep temperate and balanced, is to remember 
every morning when we first awake, “I am joined in Spirit, 
and my thoughts are in Divine Order.” Then only true thoughts 
can come near us and we will do all things well. 


Lesson 7, NovVEMBER |7 
THE GREAT QUESTION.—Mark 8:27-9:1. 


Gotprn Text—Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living 
God.—Matt. 16:16. 

When Jesus asked his disciples, “Whom say men that I 
am?” they answered that some thought him John the Baptist, 
and others thought him one of the prophets. When Jesus 
asked, “Whom say ye that I am?” Peter answered: “Thou art 
the Christ.” 

Jesus told his disciples of his suffering and curcifixion 
and said, “Whosoever will come after me, let him deny him- 
self, and take up his cross and follow me.” 

It was Peter who said, “Thou art the Christ.” We have 
learned that Peter means faith. All the stories in the Bible 
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symbolize or represent something going on in our inner selves. 

Now Peter is the faith in us, and when we know the 
Truth and practice it, our faith becomes stronger and recognizes 
that the Spirit within us is the Christ. Jesus said, “Follow 
me.” We all know that Jesus, the man, was crucified, so it 
naturally follows that we, too, must be crucified. But this 
symbolizes a change within us and does not mean that our 
bodies must be nailed to the cross. What it does mean is 
that the self in us must be given up or crossed out. There 
is something in each of us which does not want to listen to 
the Spirit, but wants to harbor unkind thoughts and selfish- 
ness. It is this part of us which must be crossed out. The 
way to do this is to go into the stillness every day and say, 
“I do the will of God; I recognize the Almightiness of the 
Spirit within me.” Then our faith will listen so that when 
the small voice within us asks, “Whom say ye that I am,” 
our faith will answer, “Thou art the Christ.” 


“ Lesson 8, NovEMBER 24 
THE TRANSFIGURATION.—Mark 9:2-13. 


Gotvpen Text—A voice came out of the cloud, saying, 
This is my Son, my chosen; hear ye him.—Luke 9:35. 


Peter, James and John were with Jesus up on the moun- 
tain when he was transfigured before them. His garments 
became white as snow and his face shone with a glory from 
within. A voice came out of the cloud, saying, “This is my . 
beloved Son, hear ye him.” Peter, John and James are faith, 
love and judgment within us. When we are in the stillness and 
our minds are filled with true, good thoughts, then we are 
on a high mountain. The whiteness of Jesus’ robe means 
purity. So altogether it signifies that when our minds are 
dwelling on true, noble things and our hearts are pure, then 
our faith and love and judgment will lead us to listen to the 
Voice within and from this high place we will recognize the 
Spirit as all-powerful. We will know that there is but One 
Presence and One Power, and that is the Christ in us. 


Lesson 9, DECEMBER | 
THE LUNATIC BOY.—Mark 9:14-29. 
Govven Text—And Jesus said unto him, If thou canst! 
All things are possible to him that believeth—Mark 9:23. 
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The multitude were gathered one day listening to the 
disciples and scribes questioning each other, when Jesus sudden- 
ly appeared among them. One of the multitude cried out to 
Jesus to cast the devil out of his lunatic son. The disciples 
had already tried to cure the boy and had failed. The father 
said, “If thou canst do anything, have compassion on us and 
-help us,” and Jesus answered, “All things are possible to him 
that believeth.” Then the father cried, “O Lord I believe; 
help thou mine unbelief.” 

The boy was healed, and afterward the disciples asked 
Jesus why they had failed, and he told them that such power 
as he had came only through fasting and prayer. 

Arguing with the scribes was a waste of time which should 
have been used in prayer. 

“All things are possible to him that believeth.” We should 
put that down in our memories and whenever we feel like giving 
up and saying, “I can’t,” we should repeat it. It is all a matter 
of faith. When our faith seems low and it looks as though we 
would fail, we should get quiet and say as did the father of 
the lunatic, “Lord I believe; help thou mine unbelief.’ That 
is the kind of prayer Jesus meant, and it will give us power to 
do all things. 


BLANCHE’S CORNER a 


THANKSGIVING 


When the tinge of red and yellow comes in the leaves 
and the mornings are frosty, we begin to get the thanks- 
giving feeling. 

One cool morning about this time of year a teacher 
once asked her young charges what was meant by the 
“thanksgiving feeling.” 

Dorothy who sat in the front seat thought it was, 
“When your heart’s so full of thankfulness you want to 
sing.” But Red Jones who sat in the back seat said it 
seemed to him that, “The thanksgivin’ feelin’ was most 
generally when your stomach was so full of grub you 
felt like hollerin’.” 

Let us hope for the sake of our health and self- 
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respect that our “thanksgivin’ feelin’” will not be like 
Red’s. 

Let us be thankful to the Spirit for the abundance 
of life and health and joy that are in the world. 


“Dear Father I thank thee.” 
The words seem to sing 

In my heart like a paeon 
Of praise, and I sing 

At my work all the day 

In the cheeriest way— 

“O Father, dear Father, 

I thank thee.” 


Remember that a year’s subscription to Wer Wis- 
pom is the nicest Christmas present that you could pos- 
sibly give. Not only does it give you and your friend 
both a Booster Pin, but your friend gets a happy re- 
minder of Christmas each month for a whole year. 
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NOVEMBER, 1912 


When mother cuts the pumpkin up, 
I help her all I can, 

And build fire in the stove 

And carry wood and coal. 


When mother makes those pumpkin pies, 
And sets ‘em on the shelf, 

I like to sit around and whiff 

The spicy, juicy smell. 


Those pumpkin pies of mother’s 

Taste like the luscious feel 

That you have when you’re in swimmin’ 
On a hot, long summer day. 


For mother blends gold sunset, 
With a lazy southern breeze, 

Spicing every pie with springtime 
And perfume of the trees. 


J@>> IF THERE Is A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE WispDom to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 
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A REAL THANKSGIVING 


There was sadness in the barnyard, On Thanksgiving eve, a council 
Thanksgiving day was near; Was held out by the shed, 
The turkeys all were quaking, When the moon was bnghtly shining, 
And their hearts were filled with fear. | And the folks were all in bed. 


Old Gobbler rose and asked them ‘Let me,”” said Willie Redhead, 


Who would offer up his life, “T am tender, young, and fat; 
To be served upon the table Let me save you, my loved ones, 
Of the farmer and his wife. From the axe of Mister Pat!” 


They raised their voice in protest, In the morning, every turkey 
For they loved their little Bill; Hid away but Willie brave, 
’ At last they had to choose him, Who strutted proudly ‘round the yard 
Though it was a bitter pill. The other lives to save. 


No farmer came with gleaming axe Unable to contain himself 
To sever off his head; Young Willie flew up high, 
But joyous songs and happy shouts And peeked into the window 
Rose from the house instead. At a sight to please the eye. 


There was plenty and abundance In vain he looked to see the meat, 
Of dishes to be seen, ‘No fowl or flesh was there, 
Full of peas, potatoes, apple sauce, But the smell of smoking goodies 


Of corn and spinach green. Lent fragrance to the air. 


Then he loudly squaked the good news, 
And the turkeys, flocking near, 

Joined in a glad thanksgiving 

Of praise and hearty cheer. 
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